One time, the four all day together in the fields. The young Aladdin
(that's me) suddenly got the idea of a 'party'. The party grew so real in
his imagination, as he ruhbed his lamp, that it hecame due for that very
evening given by mother at grandfather's where she was then on a visit.
It grew so real he began to talk about it to the boys, and as he talked about
it the party grew in his imagination. As the day wore on he built it up,
touched it up here and there to his satisfaction. There were to be presents
for Tom, Dick, and Ed. Things he knew they longed for. There were to be
goodies of all sorts. And surprises were cleverly hinted at, to work up
excitement. The possibilities grew as he talked until expectations were
boundless. Three mouths were watering. His own no less.
When they all turned toward home, they could hardly wait for the party
to come with the evening.
Tom, Dick and Ed's parents had heard nothing of all this, but told by
the boys, believed them, scrubbed them clean and dressed them up in their
Sunday best. By this time the enthusiasm of invention had cooled in the
hatching architect and a certain uneasiness came uppermost in him as he
half-remembered what he had done. But he said nothing. The invited
guests arrived early. Mother in the middle of her work received them,
wondering—with 'Hello, boys! Why! Why are you so beautifully dressed?
Where are you going?'
'We've come to Frank's party.'
Tarty?* said his mother, and looked at her son! One look was enough.
And she soon found from the guests they were expecting presents and
goodies.
She rose to the occasion to her son's delight and gratitude. Perhaps he
knew she would, who knows! Anyhow, she found something in the way of
presents so there was only partial disappointment. She made molasses
candy, gave them popcorn and ginger cookies, got father to play 'Pop
Goes the Weasel' on his violin and sing for them too. And sent them home
in an hour or so—her precious son's reputation saved, she hoped.
Now he was facing mother as to his idea of this party. 'Why did you
want to fool your cousins, Frank?'
Indignantly, he denied wanting lofool them.
'Why did you promise them all those things when you knew they were
not going to get them?'
'Well, why did they have to spoil it all by believing they were going to
get them? It was fun already to think about getting them, wasn't it? Then
why did they have to come to the party? Couldn't they just let it alone?'
And mother understood. Nobody else. Clearly they were not up to the
game,
A MAN
Time came a year or two later when the boy drove Pont (short for
Pontius) and Pilate afield alone, on his own for the first time. That was a
day for him! The day before he had been only a boy on the farm. Today he
was a man among men. To be a man is to do a man's work. The job in
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